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PROTEST OF L. G. BUONAVOGLTA,

The tragedy of Aristodemo is too well known
to require any praise

; as it presents an infinite

number of interesting situations which conse-

quently are musical, I resolved to reduce it to a
mnsical tragic drama; the rules it is subject to has
compelled me to' curtail, in an astonishing degree,

the dialogue: to find proper situations, to enrich

it with the two indispensable changes of scenes

and grand views requisite in a serious opera, I

have attempted to do as the bee that extracts the

best juices from the flowers—if my attempts

should not have been attended with success, it

has been from want of means, not of good will.

To render the character of Leander more interest-

ing, I have represented him as a lover, and on
the point of being married with Dirce, who was
sacrificed by her father, Aristodemus, whereby I

think that the kind of revenge is more justifiable

which Xysander takes, by concealing from the

king that Cesira is his lost daughter, Argia.—In
the remainder of the plot I have followed that of
Signor Monti.



PLOT.

The Oracle of Delplios demanded of the Me^’
senians, in order to deliver them from a desolating
pestilence, the blood of a virgin, of tl)e race of
Epiia;—the lot fell on the daughter of Lysidcus,
who saved her by llight from tl)c intended sacri-
fice. At that period the throne of Messcrc was
vacant, and the votes of the people were divided
between iltree pretenders, Ai istodemns, Dam is,

and Cleon — 'J’he first wislnng to make sure of ob-
taining the crown, and listening more to the dic-
tates of ambition, than to those of paternal love,
voluntarily offered the sacrifice of his daughter,
Diree, who had been promised in marriage to the
youthful Lysander of Sparta.—The wife of Aris-
todemus tried, but in vain, to dissuade him from
«o horrid a scheme; and finding that prayers and
tears were of no avail, had recourse to a pious un-
trutii, telliivg him that the Oracle demanded the
life of a virgin, and that Dirce was already secretly

married to Lysander, and was likely to be soon a
-moti er.—The disappointed pride of Aristodemus
raised Ids iury and his mad rage; he ran to liis

daughter and stabbed her with his dagger; then
wishing to know the truth, he caused her to be
opened, and discovered that she was innocent.

—

The mother ai rived that moment, but too late
;

when, on discovering the horrid tragedy, she
killed herself on the remains of her hc.'oved

dauglner. 'I’he name of Aristodemus was great,
and feared. 1 hr priests, bribed by him, carried
the corpse of J>irce, under favor ol’ tlie night, in

the temple, and spread a report that Diire had
been saei irii'cd that night by them on the altar,

having l>y her blood appeased the wrath of the
Gods.- The horrid news arrived at Sparta, and
Lysander on hearing it swore vengeance against

Ari.siodemns.—A cruel war was commenced be-

tween Sparta ami Messenia—Fortune favored often

the Spariuns, which made Aristodemus fear for
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Argia, his only remaining daughter, in her iii-

f.iiicy : he theretbre resolved to send her to Argos,
for which purpose he confided her to his faithfiil ^

Eumeus. Lysaruier was informed of it, and sur-

prized the Mcssenian escort : he slew the whole,

spitring only Eumeus and Argia, whom he new-
named, calling her Cesira, and had her brought
up as the daughter of Talthybius. Liuineus was
shut up in a dungeon, and deprived of the means
of acquainting Aristodemus with his fate, and
that of Argia. 'I’he uuhap|)y king thought that

Argia was slain with the others of the escort, and
ii'om that moment remorse tormented him to such
a degree that his existence became intolerable;

his rest was disturbed by frightful dreams, and he
incessantly saw Dirce’s ghost, poiniing to Ixer

wound, and tearing from his brow the crown pur-

chased with her life. Fate drove into the hands
of the Messeuians, among rna’iy other prisoners,

Cesira, who, when presented to the king, they

both felt a supernatural attractit)n for each other,

so that Cesira only could cahii the delirium of
Aristodemus. The iVlesscnians, tired with so lung

a war, proposed terms of peace to the Spartans,

and Lisander was chosen by the E[)hori to go to

Messenia lo mike it. lie fulfillccl his mission,

and in conseijuence was to take back to Sparta all

the prisoners; Cesira was to follow him. Tlte

])arting was more paiuliil fir iier and Ari'-torlemus

;

by her quitting him he lo>it all cousolatiou, and
therefore <lriven lo despair, he resolved to kill

himself on the tomb of Dirce. In v »in Conip-
pus tried to dissuade him

;
lie pUt in execution Ids

hornd intention, the very moment when Fuinens

being returned to Sparta found Talth>biiis at the

point of death, who ordered him to discover tliat

Cesira was Argia the daughter of the king
;

tlie

discovery served only to iiicreu'^c the di'spair of
Aristodemus, wh(^ died in the most violent tran-

sports of rage and fury.— The action begins at the

arrival of Lysander in I\'k;sseiia, to couclude the



ATTO I.

/

. SCENA I.

A trio de]k Reggia d* Aristodemo,

. Popolo di Messene, ifidi Gonippo^

• Coro. ^ “

Quando di Pace .
'

Per noi V aurora

Risorgera ! r

Quando di Marte •

- U ira terribile

Si calmera

!

Gon. Non piu di pianto s* odano
Le voci ed i lament!.

Pace gli Dei dementi
Ne fanno ormai sperar

Dalla nemica Sparta
' ’

Lisandro a noi ne viene:

Alfin potra Messene • v-

Da’ mali respirar.

Coro.

Ob Del SI bella spene

Non fate dileguiir.
,

v'



ACT I;

SCENE I,

Porch of the Palace of Aristodeimis.

People of Messenia, then Gonippas.,

Chorus,

When will the dawn of. peace rise for us?

When will the dreadful auger of Mars be ap-

peased ?

Gon. Let the sounds of grief be no longer

heard, nor tears flow. The gods in their tender

mercy make us now hone for peace. Prom hos«-

tile $>parta, Lysandcr coiues to us: Messenia may
at last breathe from her suiferings.

Chorus,

O ye Gods
;
dispel not such fair hopes.
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SCENA IL

Lisandro e Palamede preceduti da nn dktaccament^

di truppa, .

I

Lis. Alla Eeal Messene
' Di P^ e apportator Sparta n/invia;
Sparta di guerre e stanca, e i nostri allorr

Di tanto saiigue aspersi

Son di peso alia Frontej

Cessino le ire ultrici,

£ torniaino a goder giorni felicr.

Cessi di Troinba il suono
^ Cessi di guerra il fremito,

Rieda la Pace in (rono,

Messene a consolar.*

La speine placida

Di bel dilelto,

L’ alma nel petto

Fa giubilar.

Lis. Sappia il Re ch’ io qiii giunsi,

Gow. ' io stesso vado
A dargliene P annunzio-

Voglian pure gli Dei
Coronar la tua speine e i voti miei.

*
^

[Parte.

SCENA Hi. .

Palamede e Lisandro.

Lis.‘ Oil quanto esullo, Palamede amieo
I Nello scioglier tiioi ceppi!

E Cesira che fa ? come sopporta

La dura sell iavilli ?

Pal, . *Qual fosse in Argo ^

Libera ^ qui Cesira-'— 11 Re la vide,

E qual figiia V am6,
Lxs. (con sdegno)

^

'

Qual figli.a

!



SCENE II.

Lysander and Palades, preceded hy a Detachment
of Troops,

Lys. To • Royal" Messenia, me the harbinger
of peace vSparta sends; Sparfa is weary ‘of war,.

and our laui;eis so bedewed with blood weigh hea-
vily on ouf brows : let vengeful ire cease^, and let

us again enjoy happy daj-’s of peace.^

Let the trumpet no longer be heard,

let the rage of w^ar cease
;

let peace re-

turn and console Messenia, Pleasing
hope of sweet rejoices all hearts.

-7

Lys. Let the King know my arrival.

Gon. Myself will go to acquaint him of it’

may the G^ds crown thy hope and my vows,

[LhtV,

SCENE III. .
-

Palamedes and Lysander.

Lys. O how I rejoice Palamedes, my friend, at

freeing thee from thy chains! And Cosira, how
fares she.^ How bears she hard slavery?

Pal Equally free as if she were in Argos is

Cosira here.—The King saw her and loved her as

a ‘daughter.

Lys. (With anger) As a daughter!



Pal. In lei

Trova solo ristora

A1 suo iinmenso tormento. '

Lis. Egli e dunque infelice ? Oh qual

GOn ten to !'

Pal. Che parh?

Lis. E tu non sai

Ch’ ei inisero mi rese; che ambiziosa

La mia diletta Dirce,

L’amabile sua figlia, a me promessa,,

Svenb sull’ ara !—lo F odio,

L' aborro, o Palaniede,—Ma gli Dei
Mi dier di che punirlo.

Pal. Io non t’ intendo.

Lis. Tu dici che Cesiia

Pub calmare il suo affanno

Pal. ^ Si.

Lis. ^ Ch’ ei r aina

Qual figlia

!

Pal. E vero.

Lis. ' Ebben . . . ma pria mi giura

Li tacer.

Pal. Telogiuro.',
Lis. A quel tiranno

Kestava ancbe una figlia.

Pal, Argia.

Lis. Ciie in Argo
Mandar tenth . . che fu credit ta estinta

De stuol spartano sul Lad one ?

Pal. Appunto.
Lis. Ella tiuF or respira,

E la perduta, Argia vive in Cesira.

Pal. Numi! cheseinoi’

Lis. Taci : alcun s’appressa.

Tutto saprai.

Pal. Vedi, b Cesira istessa.



Pal. With lier he finds the sole relief to his xm-
bounded torment.

Lys. He then is unhappy? O what delight

!

Pal. What sayest thou? Lys. And knowest
thou not that he has rendered me miserable

; that

mad with ambition he slew upon the altar my
beloved Dirce, his amiable daughter, promised to

me ! 1 hate him, abhor him, O Palamedes —
But the Gods granted me the power to punish
him.

Pal. I understand thee not.

Lys. Thou sayest that Cesira can administer

"comfort to his sorrows? Pal. Yes.

Lys. That he loves her as a daughter ?

Pal. Tis true.

Lys. Well, , . . but first swear to me to be
silent. Pal. I sw^ear it to thee.

Lys. A daughter remained to the tyrant.

Pal. Argia.

I

Lys. Whom in Argos?

Lys. She still breathes, and the lost Argia lives

in Cesira.

Pal. Ye Gods [ What do I hear ?

Lys. Be silent: some one approaches. Thou
shalt know all.

Pal. Behold, it is Cesira herself



SCENE IV.

Ces.

Lis.

Ces.

Lis.

Ces.
Lis.

Ces.

Lis.

Ces.

Lis.

Ces.
Pal,

Cesira, Donzelle Spartanc^ e dettL

Coro.

Come la vaga Aurora
Che sparge sul mattino

Fresca rugiada Candida
Cesira viene a te.

Scende soave in seno

Amabile contento

;

1 Provo in si bcl momento
L^eccesso del piacer.

' Se riede arnica pace

Non ho pid c’ne teiner.

Pur mi concede il fato

Di vederti o Lisandro, e alhn poss’ia

‘^'Del mio buon genitore aver novella.

Ah dimmi, m’ama ognora,
Pensa tutt’ ora a me ?

Sempre presehte
" La sua Cesira e al genitor cadente.

“Lisandro, ah tu non sai qual cruda guerra

Si faccia nel mio cuore 1

“ Del caro genitore
“ Bramo tornaie al seno, e sinanio e fremo
Al pensier di lasciare Aristodemo.’'

E per lui ti rattristi a qiiesto segno ?

Parian,) ad ogni error le sue sventure.

Ma e un padre che Paspetta.

- Oh Dio ! vorrei

Dividermi fra’l padre, e’l generoso
Aristodemo

Della pallia tua

Egli e nemico.
Pid non I’e, se pace

Sparta gVinvia.

Non accettolla ancora.

Ma se I’accetta, potro amarlo allora*

Ecce Gonippo.
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SCENE IV.

Cesira, Spartan Damsels, and the same.

Chorus.

As beauteous Aurora, that dispenses in the

morn the fresii and pure dew, Cesira comes to thee.

Ces. Lovely content descends sweetly in my
breast, I feel in this happy moment the highest

pleasure. If friendly peace returns, no more can
1 fear. At last fate allows me to see thee, O Ly-
sander, and at last I can hear from ray good
father. O tell me, does he acknowledge me still,

does he still think on me ?

Lys. Cesira is ever present to the mind of her

aged father.

Ces. Thou knowest not, Lysander, what cruel

combat is in my heart: I wish to return to my be-

loved father; and am unha])py, and shudder at the

thoughts of quitting Aristodemus.

Lys. And to such a degree dost thou grieve for"

him ?

Ces.' His misfortunes speak to every heart.

Lys. But it is a father that expects thee.

Ces. OGods! 1 would wish to divide myself
between my father and the generous Aristodemus.

Lys.^Hc is a foe to thy country.

Ces. No longer, if Sparta sends him peace.

Lys. He has not accepted it yet.

Ces. But if he accepts it, I ma3
tJove him then.

Pal. Behold Gonippus.
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Cks.

Gon.

Lis.

Cfes.

Gon.

Aris.

SCENA V.

Gompp^ e detti»

Ah
!
perche mai si mesto?

E perche piangi ?

' £ chi non piange !- h giunto

Aristodemo a tanto alroce doglia

Che diventa furor. Smania, sospira,

Come fronda s^aggira

Spinta da Turbo, e sulle guance staimo

Le lacrime per solchi inarridite;

Egli qua vien qua—partite.

Fra brev’ora Lisandro
,

Teco favellera.

>Je attendo il cenno : .

Vieni Cesira.
'

Andiam : m’odi Gonippo:
Consolalo: solleva ii suo dolore:

Di che pensi a Cesira, ^ se fia d’uopo

A lui veri6—Sovente posso in lui

Un istante calmar gli aftanni suj.

lParto7io,

SCENA VI. ^

Gonippo poi Aristodemo,

Ch’ ^ mai la pompa e le splendor del trono

!

Ecco il pih virtuoso,

II pill temuto Regnator'di Grecia, •

Or fat to si dolente

Che ciudo e chi di lui pieta non sente.
,

Vieni signor, nessun ci ascoltaei puoi

L’acerba doglia disfogar. Siam soli.

Oh mio fedel Gonippo
Quale smania ho nel cor !—Tutto m^attrista,

E qucsto sole istesso

Che deslai poc’anzi, or lo detesto.

Tenebie sol vorrei.
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SCENE V.

Gonippus and the $amt,

Ces. Ah! Why so sorrowful? And why in

tears ?

Gon. And who can refrain from tears! Aris-

todemus is arrived to such excess of grief, that it

is become fury. He sighs, he raves, and is agi-

tated as a leaf tossed by the winds
;

tears are dried

in furrows on his cheeks: he comes—begone.

Shortly Lysander will speak with thee..

Lys. I expect the order : come Cesira.

Ces. Let us then go: hear me, Gonippus:
console him : assuage his anguish : tell him to

think ,011 Cesira, and if needful I will go to him

—

1 can divert his heart from its mortal grief.

' \ \Exeuntl

SCENE VI.
I

Gonippus
f
then Aristodemus.

,
Gon. What is the pomp and the splendor of a

throne I Behold the most virtuous, the most feared

\ king in Greece become so wretched, that cruel

must be he who feels no pity for him. Come,
Sir, no one hears us, and thou may'st relieve thy
bitter grief. We are alone.

Aris. O my faithful Gonippus, what- anguish
tears my heart ! All fills me with sorrow. And
this very sun, which but now I' wished for, I now
detest. For darkness I wish.
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Gon.

Aris.

Gon .

Aris.

A
Gon.

Aris.
Gon.

Aris.
Gon.

Aris.
Gon.
Aris.

Dove n^andaro
D’ Aristodemo i generosi spirti

La costanza_, il coiaggio?

II mio coraggio ?

La mia costanza. lo V ho perduta ; lo 1*

odio

Sono del Cel— e quando il Cel gli aborre

Ancbe i regiianti son codardi e vili.

Quale straiia favella I

Oh mio fedele,

Sai tu qual sangue dalla man mi gronda f

Ah 1 tu non hai veduto

Spalancarsi Je tom be, e feri spellri,

Orrendi, minaeciosi

Rovesciarmi dal trono, e dalla fronte

Stra[>[ arnii il serto. Di, forse non odi

Quel la tremenda voce

Che ir. suon cupf) e s[)ietato

Grida fu rente, Mori set llerato !

Si morirb-—son pronto:

Prenditi il sangue mio . . .

. Ma vanne iuggi, oh Dio
Mi lascia ombracrudel.

Il'tuo parlar mi raccapriccia—Ah dimrai

In che peccasti? Qual tuacolpa accese

Gli Dei contro di te? Parla una volta,

Confidati, Signor.— Non merta il mio
Lungo servile, e questo bianco crine

La diffidenza tua.

Ma die pretendi ?

Che tu parli—che in sen del tuo fedele

S-bghi il mortal dolore.

Crudel che chicdi ! Freuaerai d’orrore.

Non siraziamii di pi^.—Per queste lacrime

Ch’io verso a’ piedi tuoi

Parla, signor.

Lo vuoi ? (Leva uno stile.)

(AJzajidosi atterito.) Che ferro h quello r

Ferro di morte.—Guardalo: vi scorgi ^

Questo sangue rappreso . . . .
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Gon. Where are gone the generous spirit, the

firmness, the courage of Aristodemus?

Aris. My courage! M'y firmness? They are

lost: I am the object of the hatred of h«"aven.

—

And if hated by heaven, Sovereigns too are fear-

ful and cowards.

Gon. What strange language !

Aris. Knowest thou with whose blood my
hand reeks? Ah! Thou hast not seen tombs
open, and dire spectres, horrid, threatening, hurl

me from my throne, and pluck my diadem from
my brow. Say, hearest thou not the terrific voice

which, with a hollow and merciless sound, thun-

ders furiously out - D/e / Yes, 1 will die.

1 am ready. Take my blood. But go, fly. O
Gods ! Leave me cruel shade. .

Gon. Thy words fill me with honor. O tell

me, in what hast thou erred ? ^' hat fault has
incensed the Gods agiiin^t ihee ? SjK'ak at (>nce ;

confide in me, sir. My long services and these

grey hairs meiil not tliy mistrust.

Aris, But what wilt thou have?
Gon. That thou speakest ~ that thou mayest

relieve thy mortal sorrows oy imparling them to

thy faithlul servant.

Aris. Cruel man, what docst thou usk? Thou
wilt shudder with honor.
Gon. Torment me no more— for these tears

which I shed at thy feet, speak, sir.

Aris. 7'hou wilt it.^ ( Dnaos a dagger )
Gon. (Rising terrified.) What steel is that ?

Aris. 'J’he steel of death. Behold: see this

blood on it.



50

G'on. ; ^ Oh Dio! quel sangue
Chi lo verso ?

Aris. Mia figlia.

Gon. ’

. . Oh Celo!

Aris. E sai.

Qual maiio fu ? . . . .

Gon. T’accbeta : intesi assai

-Aris. Quel sangue, quell" atto

Mi Stan no presenti

:

As(^oko i lamenti

M’oppri:ne il dolor.

Si, moriro—soo pronto,

Prenditi il sangue mio :

Mavcinne: luggi . . 1 . Oh Dio !

Mi iascia dmbrc. ciudel.
'

(S*abbandona fralle braccia di Gonippo\—Breve
pausa.)

Akis. Or che tanto ti dissi, ascolta i! rcsto

E mVbcrri. o Gonippo.—Ardenie siuania

Di regno in rne ferv^a. Vuoto era ii soglio.

Acquistailo voH’io.

UOracolo di Delfo richiedea

D’una vergine il saague:

In me h idea
' L’ambizione dt^ih Dcludervolli

E eomprarmi il lavere

Della cicclnla plebe, e volontario

Alla sacra bipciuje

- Lh mia Dirce j-rolVisi.

Gon. Oh come mai poiesti

Si reo disegno concepir?

Aris. Comprend i

Che Tuomo ambizioso e ognor ciudeJe:

Tra le sue mire di grandezza e lui

Metii il capo del padre e del fratello.

Per salir fara d"ambo empio sgabello.

A1 mio crude! disegno

La moglie mia s’oppose

;

Ine^orabil fui
;
pianse iiia Invano.

Allora desolata

A piedi miei gtitossi
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Gon. O Gods ! Who shed that blood ?

Aris. My daughter.

Gon. O Heavens !

Allis. And knowest thou the hand f

Gon. Speak not: 1 heard enough.

Aris. That blood, that gesiure, are present:

her wailings I hear, grief o’erpovvers me. Yes, I

will die. I am rcadv. Take mv blood. But go:
fly. Oh ! G ods ! Leave me, cruel shade. (Sinks

into the arms of Gonippus.—A shoit pause ensues.)

Aris. Now tliat I went so far, hear tiie remain-

der and abhor me, Gonippus. An ardent avidity

of reigning glow'd in my brea-t. I'he ilirone was
vacant: 1 wished to gain it. The Delphic Oracle

demanded the blood of a virgin : ambition excited

in me a ferocious idea. I wished to deceive and
at the same time gain the favor of the credulous

people, and offered voluntarily my Dirce to the

sacred axe.

Gon. O ! How couldst thou conceive so black

a thought ?

Aris. Know, that an ambitious man is ever
cruel

:
put the heads of his father and brother be-

tween bis views of greatness and himself, he, in.

order to rise, will make them both his impious
footstools. My wife opposed my cruel wish

; [

was inexorable ; her tears flowed in vain. Then,
distressed^ she threw herself at my feet; and disco-
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<

Gon.
Ar.

Gon.
Ar.

E palesommi non potersi Dirce
Sacrificare al Nume, che chiedeva
D^una vergine il sangue, ed ella in sen©
Gia riportava il friUto

D\in nodo ciandestino

Collo Spartan Lisandro, quelFistesso
‘‘ Ch’ora ne reca pace.’' Arsi di rabbia;

Guardai nel volto lamia Donna, e preso

Da'profondo furor, corsi alia figlia.

Abbandonata la trovai sul letto”

Che pallida, abbattuta,
'

Innocente, dormra. Di sdegno insane

L’ acciar gi’immersi nelle vene. /

‘ Ahi ! (crudo ?

Gli ocelli apii Tinfelice, d mi;conobbc;
E coprendosi il volto.” Oh padre niio !

Oh padre mio !tm\ disse, e pin non disse.

Geld d' orrare.

In quel fatale istante

!Mi ricorse al pensiero.

L’ idea del suo peccatq;

E spinto da furor, crudel ! tornai

Snl cadavcre caldo e paipitante

Ed il banco ne apersi

—

Ah! che innocente elfjera. Allor mi
cadde

Giif dagli occhi la benda ; allor la fiode
** Manifesta m'apparve, e la pietade

Sboccb nel core. Corsemi per fossa
**

11 raccapriccio, e m'impietrb sul ciglio

Le lacriine scorrenti.”

—

Improvisa Ja madre entrb : arretrossi

Alio spettacol fiero

;

Indi ratta qual lampo
Disperata spiccossi, e sulla figlia

IVliserasi trafisse. J sacerdoti

Compri, o sedoUi dalla mia grandezza^'

Col favor delle tenebre nel tenipio

La inorta Dirce trasportaro^ e quindi

Dissero che svenata

Dalla sacra bipemie ^



verecl to me that Dirce could ‘not be sacrificed to

the Deity, who demanded the bloofl of a virgin,

and she already bore the fruit of a clandestine union
with Lysandcr the Spartan, the very one who

now brings us peace.” Rage seized me
; 1 gave

her a look, and, i-iipelled by the greatest fury, ran

to my daughter. I found her lying on her bed,

pale and dejected, innocently sleeping ;
wlien, mad

with rage, I plunged my dagger m her breast.

Gon. Alas ! .Cruel !

Aris. Til’ unhappy maid open’d her eye?},

and knew me : then, covering her face,” O my
father! O my father! she said, and remained
speechless. Gon. Horror freezes me.

,
Aris. On

that fatal moment the idea of her fault recurred

to my mind
;
and nuid with cruel fury, I returned

to the bleeding corse, yet warm and quivering,

opened it—Ah ! she was innocent I
—** Then the

bandage fell from my eyes, then the guile be-

came evident, and pity fill’d my heart. Horror
ran thro’ my veins, and petrified my falling

tears.”—Suddenly her mother entered; she re-

coiled at the horrid spectacle; then as lightning

flew in despair, and slew herself on the remains
of her daughter. The j.riests, bought, or se-
‘‘ duced by my greatness,” carried the dead Dirce

under the favour of darkness to the temple, and
thence repoi ted tliut, sacrificed by the sacred axe,

she with her blood had appeased- the Gods ; and
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«»0N.

Gon.

Arg.

Gon.

Arc.

Gqn.

Pkcato aveva col suo sangue i Numi

:

Ed io, mostro d'orgoglio

AppJausi ottenni, ed ebbi in premio il

soglio.

Ma vegliano rei gli occhi del Celo,

E un Dio v*e certo, die dcd lungo bonno
Va nelle tombe a risvegliar le colpe

E degli empj sul cuor ne manda il grido.

Eivelarlo dovrb ! Da qualcbe tempo
Un' orribile speitro ....

E lascia al volgo

Degli spettri la tema; or ti conforta
“ Che, con tanti rimorsi esser non puoi

Fmalmente si reo : Calmati."—E giunto

Di Sparla'l' orator
;

tei dissi : e reca

Le proposte di [lace.

In breve al tempio
ColF orator Spartano

Favellero—Gonippo : a te il raio cuore

Inteio palesai.

Ad altri, Ah tu, non palesarlo inai. [Parte.

SCENA VII.

Gonippo, indi Argene,

ISumi ! di quali orrori e V uom capace

Se ambizione Faccecal

Ah di, Gonippo, e vero

Che Lisandro di Sparta
'

Giunto b in Messene?
Si fra poco al tempio

Udrallo Aristodemo.
E Palamede,

Se la pace e concliisa

Partir dunque dovia ^

Cesira, ed egli

E quanti altri Spartani

Sono qui prigionieri

Tornar potianno alle paternemura. [Parfe»



I, monster of pride! obtained applause, and was
rewarded with the throne. But the eyes of Hea-
ven watch ’o’er the guilty, and there certainly is

a God, who goes to awaken from the graves long
sleeping faults, and makes their cries pierce the

hearts of the wicked. Must 1 reveal! From some
time a horrid spectre ....

j

Gon. O leave the fear of spectres to the vulgar.

Now take comfort, for \vitli_such great remoj^e
thou canst'not be so guilty : be pacified.” Now

is arrived the ora# or from Sparta, as 1 said, and
brings [y oposals of peace.

Aris. Shortly will I speak witli the Spartan

orator Gonippus, to thee i opened my heart; ah
disclose what thou knowest to no one. [Exit.

SCENE VIE

Gojfippus, then Argene.

s

Gnx. Ye God- ! what' horrid actions is a man
capable of if ambition blinds iiirii

!

Arc. O tell me, Gouippiis, is it true that L}'-

sander of Sparta is arrived in Messenia?

^ Gon. Yes : soon Aristockmus will hear him 114

the temple.

Arg. And if peace is made, then Palamedes
must depart?

Gon. Cesira, and he, and all the other Spar-
tans who are captive here, may return to their

homes. [Exit,
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Arg. Ah !
quel che ad altri e un bene, a me

sveniura. .

,Ali ! che Sara di me
Del povero mio cor

Se parte il mio tesor,

L'amato bene

!

Ah ! che sara di te c *.

Misera Argene

!

SCENA VIII.

Cesira, e detta,

Ces. Vedesti o Argene il Re ?

Arg. Qiu con Gonippo
Non ha giiari pailava.— Eccolo, ei torna.

Ces. Vanne, con iui mi iascia.

Arg. (Ah qual mi senio in cuor crudele am-
bascia.) [Farte,

SCENA IX.

AristodemOf e delta*

Aris. O Cesira, sefausto il Cel m* arride,

Oggi vedr.issi di jVlessene e Sparta

Terminal* la coniesa

;

Tiitti saran contenti—lo solo, io solo

L’ infelice sarb !

Ces. Come Signore ?

Aris. Tu partirai—D’ im gem tore amato *

Tornerai tralle braccia

—

Avventuroso padre

!

Ces. 11 padre Oh Dio

Mi sia nel cuore—Ma tu pur vi regni

:

.
E' 1 cor per Te mi par I a,

' E’ 1 cor mi dice che sovi’esso han pure

Sommo dritto il tuo amor, le tue sventure.

Aris. Oh generosa! E bllanciar sapresti

Tra'l padie e me I
''
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Arg. Alas! what causes the happiness of
others is my misery.

O what will become of me, and of my poor
heart, if my love quits me, and the object of my
affection ! Ah I what will become of thee, un-
fortunate Aigene.

SCENE VIIL

CesirOy and the same.

Ces. Didst thou see the King, Argene ?

Arg. Not long ago he was here speaking with

Gonippus.—Here lie is 4 he returns.

Ces. Go: leave me with him.

Arg. O what cruel torment 1 feel in my breast.

\Exit.

SCENE IX.

AristodemuSy and the same*

Aris. O Cesira, if heaven favours me, tlie con-
test between Mes^enia and Sparta will end on this

day; all will be happy—I alone, I alone shall be
wretched I

Ces. How, Sir

Aris. Thou wilt depart—thou wilt return to

the arms of a happy father.

Ces. OGods! my father is^ in my heart; but

thou reignest in it too: and my heart speaks for

thee, and it says that iliy love and thy misfortunes

have a supreme right over it also.

Aris. O generous 1 And couldst thou waver
between thy father and me ?



Ces, Non ritrovai finora

Jn te un padre amoroso?
Aris. Oh se lasciata

M* avesse il reo destino

^
La raiadiletta Argia!

. Eha eta saria

Pari alia tua, ne di Virti\ e bellezza

Poise minor.

Ces. Perche mandaria in Argo?
Aris. Fu consiglio fatal, stoka prudenza!

Sparta stringeva di crudele assedio
* La discoscesa Jtome— Della figlia

Palpitai sul destino

;

Volli in Argo mandarla, e al fido Euraeo
• La consegnai pangendo—E* questo il loco,

Qucsto si lo rimembro—Alto gridava

La pargoletta, e non volea dal seno

Slaccarmisi, e piangeva; lo pur piangeva.
Come or piango, o Cesira.

Ces. Sento spezzarmi il cor.

Aris.
* La sull Alfeo

Fu da stuolo nemico
La scoria oppressa e vi/ita,

E in quella strage Argia rimase estinta.

Ces. Oh fallace consiglio

!

^ Abbastanza sicura al fianco tuo ^
Non era : Han forse i figli

Scudo migliore del paterno petto!

Deh
! perch^ il Celo te la tolse.

Aris. Il Celo

« Volea compiuti i miei disastri
^

Ces. E s’ ella

Vivesse ancora, ti faria contento ?

Aris. Un solo de’ suoi amplessi '

Basterebbe a calmare il mio tormento.

Ces. Oh foss’ io quella pur! •

Aris. SeTulo fossil

Oh tiglia, figlia mia

!

Ces. Perche figlia mi chiami

Aris. 11 cor sul labro

Questo norae mi spinse
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Crs, Did I nol till now find a tender father in

ihee ?

Aris. O if adverse fate had left me my beloved

Argial she would now be of tliy age, and perhaps

not inferior to thee in virtue and beauty.

^Ces. Why send her to Argos?

Aris. It was s fatal resolve, unwise prudence!

Sparta pressed with a cruel siege, rocky itome.—
I trembled for the safety of my daughter; was
desirous to send her to Argos, and with tears en-

trusted her to the faithful Eumeiis. Tnis is the

place; this yes, I recollect it. Loud were the

cries of my infant
;
she refused to quit my breast,

and wept : I wept too, as 1 do now, my Cesira.

Ces. My heart is breaking.

Auis. On the banks of the Alphaeus the escort

was'vanquished by a hostile band, and from that

slaugliter Argia did not escape.
^

Ces. O mistaken resolve! Was she not secure

enough by thee ? Have children better shields

than a father’s breast? Oh ! wdiy did heaven take
her from thee

!

Aiiis. Heaven will’d the completion of my
woes.

Ces. And if she lived still, would it make thee
happy?

Aris.. A single embrace of hers w ould appease
*

my torments.

Ces. O would I were her.

Aris. If thou wert her! O daughter, my daugh-
ter I

Ces. Why dost thou call me daughter ?

*Ari.s, My heart sent the w^ord to my lips^
'

o
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Cbs.\

Aris.
Cbs.
Aris.

iyeifK
Css.

2),

Emepuranche
Chiamarti padre il core mi consiglia

Chiamaml padre—Ah si

Ah padre !

Ah figlia

Questo soave nome
' Mi colma il sen d^ ebrezza

E prove una dolcezza

Che mi rapisce il cor.

Se figlia tua mi chiami
Oh Dio! qual contentezza!

Ah ! che di tenerezza

Sen to mancarmi il cor.'

a 2."

Oh dolce momento
Di Pace e di calina !

Soave iieir alma
Discende il piacer

\Fartom,

SCENA X.

Tempio cT Apollo—In fondo ' sopra grandiosa sea-

linata si vede il simuldcro del Nume, con ara

accesa, circonddta da Sacerdoti —Al sttono di

marcia si schierano lateralwente le guardie di

Aristodemo—Il Fupolo It segue, e dipoi occupa le

scalinate,

Coro,
^

'' Nume che di Messene

11 prolctior tu sei,

Calma le nostre pene
- Rendici pace alfin.
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Ces. And my heart too induced me to call thee

father.

Arts. Call me father ... ah yes.

Ces. Ah father!

\

Arts. Ah daughter! This sT^cet naihe fills my
breast with delight, and I feel a sweetness that

enraptures my heart.

Ces. If thou callest me thy daughter, O God,
what content I ah tenderness overpowers me.

a 2 .

O sweet moment of peace and content f Delight

steals sweetly in my soul.

[Exeunt.

SCENE X.

Temple of Apollo. At the bottom is seen over u
grand flight ofl stairs the image of the God, mth
an altar bearing the sacred Jire and surrounded

by priests. At the sound of a march the Guards
oj Aristodemus draw up at the sides. The people

follow, and then occupy the steps.

Chorus,

" O God, who art the protector of Messenia,
Dispel our grief, restore us peace at last.



- Talamtdt e Lisatidro entrarw pariando fra di loro.

Lis. Piii sommesso fayella. *-
/

Pal. Ma che mai fu d* Eumeo?
Lis. ' Eumeo fu posto

,
In carcere sicuro.— lo volli in esto

' Serbarrai air uopo un testimon verace.’^

Pal.' Vive egli piii? .

Lis. Nol so, che me fin’ ora

Lungi trattenne dalle patrie mura
‘Ml mesliero delle armi ;

‘‘ Ben lo sapra Taltibio ^

'
/

“ Ch’ era a parte dbtutto.”
'

Pal. E perche vuoi

Seguilare a tacer ? Un' tal segreto

- Renderebbe la calma
A quel misero re. ^

^

Lis. Ei me la tolse,

Non merita pieta.

Pal. (D’ orrore io fremo.)

Lis, Vieni in disparte, giunge Aristodemo.

(Si ritirajio infondo del Tempio.)

SCENA XI.
*

Gonippo e Aristodemo,

Gon. (Va verso lAsandro.)

Aris. Su via, ti desta ormai
Addormentata mia virtude ! Adesso
11 suddiio comandi, il re’obbedisca,

IVia da re si obbedisca, e non si veda

Supplice e liinoroso Aristodemo
Mendicare la pace,

Qual si lusinga lo spartano audace.

S’ avanzi 1’ orator. . ,
'

Lis. (Avanzandosi) A te davanti

-
^

Dopo lanti anni e tanti
’

Ritorna quel Lisandro che.

—
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Enter Palamodes and L^sander speaking together,

Lys. Speak lower. Pal. But what became oi

Eumeus ? Lys. Eumeus was put in a safe prison.

— I would keep in him a true witness when
** neeedful.*'

Pal. Lives he still ? Lys. I know not.— For
**

till now the war has kept me far from my na-

live city; Talthybius knows it well, he being in-
** formed of all. Pal. And why wilt thou con-

tinue to be silent?” .The knowledge of the se-

cret would restore peace to the mind of that un-
happy King.

Lys. He bereft me of it, and deserves no pity.

Pal. (I shudder with horror.) Lys. Come aside,

Aristodemus comes. {Thei/ withdraw to the bottom

of the Temple,)

SCENE XI.

Gonippus and Aristodemus,

Gon. (Goes towards Lpsander,)

-Aris. Come, arouse my dormant virtue ! Now
let the subject command, the King obey ; but let

us obey as a King, and let not Aristodemus be
seen a suppliant, and fearful to beg peace, as the
bold Spartan flatters himself. Bid the Orator
come.

—

Lys. (Advancing) In thy presence after so
many and many years returns that Lysander,
who

—

D 2
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Aris. Di Sparta.

L’ambasciator tu sei

:

Lisandro or ]|^on ravviso.

Lis. (Io fremo.)

Aris. Siedi
* E libero m’esponi '

Di Sparta arnica, od inimica ii sensi.

Lis. Sj'arta al Re de Messenj invia salute.

E pace ancor se la desia.

^Aris. . La chiesi

Dunqne la bramo^ e dolce fia il vedere

Che ail’ aniica amista Sparta ritorni,

E che de=ista da nna ingiusta guerra.

Lis. Non e tale cred’ io

Quando e vendetta d’una ingiusta ofTesa.

Voi nel sangue di 7eleclo macchiasti

Di Li ran a i sacrifizj, ed era, il sai,

Teleclo il iiustro Re.
Aris. L^avrei taciuto

Per non farti arrossir—Dove iinpaiaste

A inentirgonne femminili, e altrui

Jn sicurta di pace,

Alte insidie tjaraare

Fra le danse, e le feste, accanto alle are?

Lis. Suono del fatto assai diverso il grido,

Sparta e tal che guerreggiar volendo
“ Ed un nemico sterminar, discenda
** Alla bassezza d’un pretesto indegno.

Aris. E’ ver sua dignita Sparta non deve

C®’ pretesti avvilir, quando aver crede

La ragion del pii^ forte. Ove la spada

i.c contese decide, inutil fassi,

** jdeadannosa, veritadc e dritto;
** Ne il dritto ^ certo la viuu di Sparta,

Ma fiera preposenza, col niodesto

Manfo di libcrta.”

Quindi ^ fia voi costume
Porre in discordia i popoli vicini,

Dismembraine le forze, e poi divisi

‘ Combat te.li e ridurli a giogo indegno,

E cos! debellar lutta la Grecia. ;
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Arts, Thou art the Ambassador of Sparta, [

perceive not Lysander now. Lys, (I am mad.)

Aris. Be seated, and deliver to me the senti*

inents of Sparta, whether friendly or hostile.

Lys. Sparta to the King of the Messenians
sends health and peace too it he wishes it. Arts.
1 asked for it,. tiierefore i wish it, and it will be

sweet to see Sparta return to former friendship,

and desist from an unjust war.

Lys. It is not so I think if to avenge an unjust

wrong. Ye stained the sacrifices of Limna with

the blood of Teleclus; and thou knowest Teleclus

was our King. Arts. I would not have spoken it

to spare thy blushes.—Where did you learn to

deceive under a female garb, and lay deep snares,

under cover of peace, among darveing and feast-

ing near altars.

Lys. A very different report was heard, and
Sparta is not of a temper that, on wishing to

carry war and destruction among foes, will

stoop to the meanness of a base pretext.

Aris. It is true, Sparta ought not to debase

her dignity with pretexts when she thinks she

lias tne right of the strongest. Where the

word decides contests, a wnong idea is use*

less, truth and right; nor is right the virtue

of Sparta, but proud violence with the modest
mantle of liberty."’ Hence arises your custom

^ of sowing discord among neighbouring nations,

dismembering their forces, and when divided to

attack them and reduce them under a disgraceful
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Lis.

Aris.

Lis.

Aris,

Lis.

Aris.

Lis.

Aris.

Li3.

Ari&.

Questi di Sparta sono

I sublimi pensieri

—

Beir arte inver di conquistar grimperi.
Eh via ! men leggi abbiate e pi^ virludi

E regnino fra voi

La giuslizia, la fede, e la prjudenza

Tutto vi regna, ed anche la cleraenza.

E se non fosse che saiia de voi ?

Gia rovesciate al suolo

Son d’ home le rnpi.

Ma Messene
Espugnata non ^ ;

Sparta sa quanta
Di' vendetta desio s’aduna e bolle

Ne* M^ssenici petti, e come acute

Abbiam le spade e disperato il braccio.

(alzandosi) Qui non venni a garrir

—

A Sparta io rieda

E lediio che ^1 brando non riponga,

Che ’1 suo nemico a disfidar la torna.

Riedi a Sparta qual vuoi,

Ma dille ancor ch’ e d’uopo
Che fiato ella riprenda, e nuovo sangue
Rimetta prima nelle vuote vene.

Men di qiiel che a Messene or fa bisogno
Per sanar le ferite, onde tuit^ ora

Piange e sospira.

Se Messenia piange,

Sparta non .ide, e in breve

Vedrem dell’ arnii al fuiaiinante lampo
Qual fra di noi pianger dovra nelcampo.

Se guerra vuol Messene,
Ritornisi a pugnar.

Se Sparta vuol catene

Si tomi a guerreggiar.

Qual braccio vi difende

Dal vostro fato estreino?

Qual nuuie

!

Aristodemo.

—

Ei basta finche vive

Per 1 arvi ognor treinaiv

' E quuiido fia solterra
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yoke, and thus to conquer all Greece. These are
the sublime thoughts of Sparta.—Fine art truly of
conquering empires. Away! have fewer laws and
more virtues, and let justice, faith, and prudence
reign among you.

Lys. All reigns there, and clemency too. Were
it not so, what would have become of you? Al-
ready the rocks of stone are levelled to the ground.
Aris. But Messenia is unconquered

;

jSparta

knows what desire of revenge burns in Messmians^
breasts, and how sharp our swords, how desperate

our arms. Lys. I came not here to dispute—

I

return to Sparta, and will tell her not to lay dowm
the sword, for her foe defies her yet. Aris. Ke-
,turn to Sparta as thou wilt, but tell her also -to

take breath, and pour first new blood in her empty
veins. Lys. Less than Messenia she needs to

heal her wounds, for which she continually sigha

and weeps.

Aris. If Messenia weeps Sparta does not re-

joice, and shorly we shall see amid the lightning

and thunder of arms which of us is to w^eep in the

field.

Lys. If Messenia will have war, let us return
.

to battle.

Aris. If Sparta will have chains, let us return

to engage.

Lys. What arm defends you from your utter

ruin? What God!

Aris. Aristodemus He siifiices while he lives

to make ye still tremble. And when in his tomb.



11 cenere vi resta

Che inanirnato e gelido

Pur vi dara terror.

a 2.

La tromba guerriera

Kisuoni d* intorno,

Di stragi foriera

Di morte, e d’ error.

SCENA XII.

Cesira, Argentj e deiti*

Ces Ah fermate : m’ udife, e sara vero

Che di nuoYosi torni

Alle stragi, ed ai sanguc ? Or che di Voi'
Dira la Grecia? Che di Tebe, tutti

Voi, rinnuovate i fratricidj oarendi.

E perche mai^ perch^ ? D’ insana gloria

Pei un lampo fugace.

Lis. Che scegii> Aristodemo?
Aris. Io scelgo pace.

I patti ?

Lis. Eccoli, e brevi.

Anfia darrte, ed il Taig^o, In Limna
Pill tion vtrrete a ctUhrar lefeste.

Aris. JI prime pattoed ilsecondo accetto,

II terzo lo ricuso.

Ceder si p5nuo i figli

Le sostanze, gli oDor, ma non gli Dei.

Nostro e il sacro terreno

Nostri gli altari, e per serbarli illesi

Pngnerem finch^ mani avremo e braccia,

E tronche queste* pugnerem co’ petti.

Se Sparta a pace incliua,

Sia primo della pace fondamento
Lasciarci i nostri Dei. Se lo contrasta

Si torni in guerra— ' ,
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his ashes remain, though inanimate and cold, to

strike ye with terror.

a 2 .

Let the warlike trumpet be heard around the
harbinger of slaughter, death, and horror.

SCENE xn.

Cesira, Argene, and the same.

Ces. Ah! stay: hear me, shall it be true that

slaughter and blood will be resorted to? Now
what will Greece say of you? Of Thebes you
renew all the horrid fratricides. And why then ?

For a mad fleeting ray of glory. Lys. What
choosest thou, Aristodemus ?

Arts. I choose peace. The conditions ?

Lys. On these and short.

Ye will give Amphea and Taygetus up. Nq
longer will ye come to Limna to celebrate the fes-
tivals.

Aris. I accept the first and second conditions
;

the third I refuse. One may give up children,

property, honors, but not the Gods. The sacred

land is ours, and to preserve them from danger
we will fight as long as we have hands and arms

;

and when cut off, we will fight with our breasts.

If Sparta is inclined to peace, let the foundation

of peace be first to leave us our Gods. If she

opposes it, let us return to war.
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Lis.

Ar.
a 2
Ces.
a 2..

Ces.

Is vadadi Limna

Jn oblio la pretesa; alle alire due,

Sigiior, li place accoiisentir ?

°
' Mi place.

Ecco la deslra.

Ohgioja!
Si torni in pace.

Cesira si getia in ginocchio, e tutti gli altri

i’ imitauo.

Crazie pietosi Numi—Un si bel giorno

Tmto si deve a voi.

Piu non s’ oda fia noi

D\ guerra orribil suono :

' Eieina regui in trono

La pace a consolare qneste arene,

E una famiglia sian Sparta e Messene.

Ces. Lis. e Arts, (tutti sialzano.)

^ Cessino alfine i palpiti,

''V Cessino orinai le pene ;

Torna su queste aiene,

^ Torna la pace alfin.
'

-
.

Ces. Per festeggiar di pace un si bel giorno,

Jnno di gioja echeggi d’ ogni intorno.

Coro.

Di Pace a' cantici

U Eco risponda

:

. Or solo altendeci

Eeliciia
‘ Di lieti Evviva

. Risuoni V acre :

Pace or prometteci

Felicita.

•
• Coro.

Di Pace, &c.

Di bella Pace

llaggio sereno.

Sparge ueir*iniin«.

Soaviia.
' -

'
'



Lys. No : let the pretensions over Limna be
buried in oblivion; art thou, Sir, pleased to consent
to the other two ? ,

*

Ams. I am pleased.'

* ^

a 2. Here is my hand.

,Ces. O joy ! a 2. Let us return to peace*

Cesira throws herself on her knees, and all the

others follow her example,

Ces. Thanks kind Gods—So fair a day we en-

tirely owe to you, L^t no longer the horrid sound
of war be heard among us : may peace reign

eternally on the throne, and let Sparta and Mes-
senia be one family. »

Ces. Lys. and Aris. (Allri^e,)

Let uneasiness cease, let sorrows cease now,^

peace returns to this land again.

Ces. To celebrate so fair a day of peace, let a

hymn of joy je-echo all around.

Chorus,

Of peace the song let echo repeat, iiappiness

only expects us.

Lys. Let the air resound with joyful huzzas:

peace now promises us happiness.

Chorus,

Of peace, &c.
Ces. The serene ray of fair peace, fills our.

souls with delight.
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Coro^

D1 Pace, &c.

Aris. In tale istante

II duol raffrenasi,

£ prova F anima
Tranquillita.

Tutti.

. - Voce di giubilo ‘^V

II cor c ’inonda;

E prova V anima
Felicita.

Fine deir Atto Primo.

.11

\
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Chorus,

Of peace, &c.

Aris. In such a moment grief is suspended,

and the mind feels tranquillity.

Omnes,

Our hearts are fill’d with the voice of joy, and
our souls are perfectly happy.

f . ^
-

End of the First Act.



ATTO II.

SCENA I.
' •

I

Bosco di Cipressi che circonda il Tempio, in cui

lono le Tornbe de Re di Mcssene.

AristodemOf poi Gonippo,

Aris* n5; se eterna I’esistenza fosse
;

lo sento che del par sarebbe eterno
' 11 mio martiro—O ’Ciel, dammi costanza

Pei sopportarlo—Non tentar la mano.
Non offuscarmi la ragion— Che dissi?

• A La ragion !—me infelice ! e se giovasse
' Perderla.** seun colpo—un colpo solo

—

Allontaniam questo pensier—pur troppo

Ei comincia a sedurmi. E tu spietata

Ombra importuna, placati una voJta

—

lo fui tuo padre alfine.

Gon. Sigiioie, andiam/tMnvola
A questo iuogo di dolor; vien meco

;

Air esultante popolo ti mqsira,

. Che dimaiida ii suo Re, che ti sospira,

E suo padre di chiama— -*

Aris. lo (>adre ! io T^bbi

Questo nome una volta ! e pur del tutto

Non aveiio perduto mi parea

Questo nome adorato, e lornar padre

Credei sovente di Cesira al fianco. .

Or questa cara illusion tra poco
Mi saia tolta.



ACT II.-

SCENE I.

A Cypress Grove surrounding the Temple, iti

which are the Tombs of the Kings of Messenia.

Aristodemus, thtn Gonippus^,

Aris. No, no: if existence were eternal, I feel

that my torment .would equally ,be eternal. O,
Heavens

!
grant me firinne^ss to bear it—tempt

not my hand, darken not my reason . . . What
have { said ? Reason . . . Unhappy 1 ! And if it

were good to lose it? if a blow—one single blow
. . . Away with this thought

;
it begins to be too

seducing for me. And thou merciless haunting
shade, be pacified at last. Finally, I was thy

father.

Gon. Sir, let us hence
;
fly this abode of grief

:

come with me: shew thyself to the rejoicing

people, that calls for our King, who is sighed
after, and is called father by all

—

Aris. I father! f once had this name; and yet
I thought I had not lost entirely that adored
name, and oft thought to return such beside Ce-
sira. Now this dear illusi^ will soon be shortly
taken from me. >
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Gon.

Aris.

^
Ces.
Aris.

Ces.

Aris.

Ces.

Aris.'

Ces.

Aris.
Ces.

Aris.

Ces.

Se luo ben lo credi,

Che Cesira qui resti, e manda intanto

A supplicaf Taltibio —
,

'
> E vuoi che questo

Genitor desolato vi consenta ?

Gonippo, ah tu non fosti

Padre giarainal—N5 nb: parta Cesira

Parta, e se puossi ancor senza vedermi*

SCENA II.

CedrUy e detti,

Senza vederti—Oh Dio

!

Deh ! a che ne vieni

Fata] oggetta delF amor d’un misero ?

Come dal mio benelattore ir lungi,

£ no!) vederlo, e I’un roll’ altro dime
L’uliimo adfho. Son dolci

Anche in mezzo al dolor questi momenti.
Son di ranto diletto

—

Ogni diletto

E' cessato per me; la dentro b chiuso
Qaanio nel mondo ho di pin caro, e insieme

Di piu tremendb.

,
. Dunque

Sul renere de fijzli

Eterno scorrera de padri il pianto ?

Anche ererno, per me puco saria.

II sol conforto h questo

Che lejrc altrici mi lasciar del Cielo.

II Celo in te rispctta

Unrbuon padre qual fosti e cittadino.

Buon padre !—Oh Dio! buon cittadino!

A E tale

Dunque n6n fia chi mosso '

“ Da vivo amor di patria,
** Trae volor\tario i propri figli all’ ara?

(Oh limembranza amara !)

E gli abbandona
Alla scare fata^del sacerdoie ?
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Gon. If thou thinkest it thy happiness that

Cesira should remain here^, send to entreat Tal-

thybius^

—

Aris. And wilt thou that a disconsolate father

consent ? Thou never wert a father, Gonippus . . .

No—no: let Cesira depart—let her depart—and

if it can be, without seeing me too.

SCENE fl.

Cesira, and the same,

Ces. Without seeing thee—O Gods !

Aris. Alil why comest thou, fatal object of
the love of a miserable man?

Ces. How! go from my benefactor, and not

see him, and not bid a reciprocal adieu ! Such
moments are sweet, tho’ accompanied by grief,

they are so consoling

—

Aris. All consolation is fled from me: in there

lies whatever is dearest, yet most terrific, in this

world to me.

Ces. Then a father’s tears must ever flow o’er

the remains of. a child ?

Aris. Tho’ efernally, yet would not suffice for

me. This is the sole comfort the avenging ire of

Heaven left me.

Ces. Heaven respects in thee a good father,
‘‘ as thou wert, and a citizen !

Aris. A good father!—Oh Gods!—A good
** citizen ! Ces. And is not such be, who prompt-
** ed by an ardent love of his country, leads vo-
** luntarily bis children to the altar?

Aris. (O hitler remembrance I) Ces. AndC
" leaves them to the fatal axe of the priest? Aris.
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Aeis. '' Taci, deh taci, ogni tuo detto e spada
Che mi trafigge.

Ces. Ti consoli dunque
De’ sudditi Tamor, la gloria, il regno

—

Aris. Che dici il regno? Oh mille volte e

mille

Colui beato che regnar'sol cura

Suir innocente sua famiglia, ed altro

Trono noa ha che il cuor de’figli—Il mio
** Lo vedi, e questo sasso;”

Or lascia ch’io qui segga:

Qiu pianga, e va felice.

Ce 3. B in questo stato

Abbandonar ti deggio?
Aris. Io ne son degno : alfine

.Di separarci e tempo, e non dovremo
Pih rivederci mai—Tii piangi o figlia

Mia Cesira tu piangi ? II Cel pietoso

Delle Idcriine tue si ricompensi.

Ces. Morir mi sento.

Aris. Addio: per me saluta

il padre tuo— padre felice—e quando
' Chiedera de tnoi casi,

A lui raccouta comeio t’ebbi cara;
- D’Aristodeino aneor digli le-crude

Dolorose vicende, e il tuo racconto

D’unsospir, d\ma laciima irnerroiupi

Addio dunque Cesira.

Non lo so— ma rimanti, io le ne prego
Anche un* istaiite almeiio.

Aris. Cesira I

—

Ces. Ah ! dove vai ?

Ferma, ritorna

—

Aris.
Ces.

E che vuoi dirmi

Oh Dio

!

Ces Arisiodemo

!

Io non resisto. -•-
5
).'

Akis. Ah ! vieni a questo scno,

a C.

Vieni al mio seno

Stiiiigimi al cuore

:
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Speak not, ah speak not, every word of thine is

“ piercing steel to my heart. Ces. Let the love

of thy subjects, glory, .the kingdom, console
** thee

—

Aris. What sayest thou, the‘kingdom ? O,
** a thousand times, and a thousand, blessed he,
** who only cares for his innocent family, and has
^ no other throne but his children’s hearts—Mine,
thou seest it, is this stone.” Mow suffer rue to

rest here : here weep : go be happy. Ces. And
must I leave thee in sUch a slate? Aris. 1 de-

serve it: it is now time to part, never to meet
again—Thou weepest, daughter! MyCesira, thou

weepest? May merciful Heaven reward thee for

thy tears. Ces. 1 feel I die. Aris. Adieu, for /

me, salute thy father—happy father—and when
he asks thy successes, tell him hovv dear thou
wast to me; tell him loo, the cruel’, mournful
events of Aristodemus, and suffer ihy nai ration to

be interrupted by a sigh, a tear. Adieu then,

Cesira.

Ces. Ah! where goest thou? Stay, return

—

Aris. What wilt thou say? Ces. O Gods! I

Icnow not— But remai«, I pray, at least one mo-
ment more. Aris. Cesira!

Ces. Aristodemus ! I cannot bear.

Aris. Ah I come to ray bosom.

a 2.

Come to my bosom, press me to thy heart : Q ?
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' - Oh inesprimibile

. ‘ / ^ Soave ardore,

Che niolce Taniina

Di bel piacer,

Rimangono qualche istanie ahbraeciati—Ad un
tratto Aristodemo si scuote, si strappa ddle hraccia

di Cesira, e la rigetta da se.

Aris. Celo spietato ! calmi i'miei tormenti

^ Per raddoppiarli.—Va—fu 2;gi Cesira!

Un invincihd manosi frappone

nosiri petti.

Ce9. Qual furor

!

Aris. D’Averno
Una furia crudele

Mi spinse ad abbracciarti—

-

Ces; Deh in’odi—
Aris. Fuggi—
Ces. Oh Dio !—
Aris. Lasciami—parti*

A 2.

Che atroce tormcnto,

Che acerbo dolore,

M’uccide, mi strazia

La smania, Torrore,

Che state itisoffribile

Che angoscia crudel

!

Ces. Piel^ di Cesira,

Piet^ di tua figJia.

Deh calmati

—

Aris, O fulmini

Dal Cielo piom bate,

I giorni troncaie

D’un padre crudel.

Ces. Ah! taci, paventa
'Lo sdegno del Cel.

a 2.

Che angoscia, che'tormento,

Che istante di dolor. [Fart07i9,
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inexpressible, sweet ardour, which fills mj
soul with delight.

They embrace for a few moments—suddenly Aristo-

demus starts y tears himselffrom the aims of
sira, and repels her from him.

Aris. Merciless Heaven ! thou appeasesf my
torments only to encrease them.—Go : fly Cesira!

An irresistible hand interposes between us. Ces.
What rage is this? Aris. A cruel fury from
Avernus impelled me to embiace thee— Ces.
Ah! hear me— Aris. Fly— .Ces. O Gods!
Aris. Quit me—Go.

a 2.
'

What bitter torment, what cruel grief; misery,

horror, tear me, kill me; what intolerable

state
;
what cruel anguish !

Ces. Have pity on Cesira, have pity on thy

daughter. Ah ! be appeased.

Aris. O bolts fall from Heaven, end the life

of a cruel father.

Ces. Ah ! speak not, tremble at the anger of

Heaven.

a 2. -

What anguish, what torment, what moment of

grief. " [Exeunt y
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SCENA III.
\ r

« ' Palamede ed Argene.

Arg. Barbaro, m'abbandoni

!

Pal. Argene, oh Diol
Che pretendi da me ? Tu sai s’ io t’ amo

!

Ma dopo un lustro intero

D’assenza dalla patria

Ricusare non posso
*

Di rivedere i geiiitor, gl’ amici

—

Presto ritornerb. - • -

Arg. tu m’ inganni

Pi^ non ritornerai

Pal. Ci udele ! e puoi temerlo . • io le giurai

Arc. Osserva a questa volia

Ecco Lisandro— Alla sua cara Dirce

Ei vuol pria di part ire

. * Render funebre oiiore '

Quesio si pub chiamarsi un fido cUore.

SCENA IV.

Al suono di lugubre marcia, comparisce Lisandro,

a cui subito si uniscono Palamede ed Argent, e

sono seguiti da Spartani e Donzelle Spartane:

LeCetere, e le trombe precedonQ,la procesiione:

segu jfio le Lergini che portano V ara: ivasidi
Libazione : le sacre paterdi rami di mirto, e di

alloro, ed altre rimangono curvate su vasi lacri-

matojj, coperte di^nero veto, Ponsono L* ara

salt ingresso del Tempio, e si deviaono da una
parte e dalt altra*

Lascia V Eliso

Ombra diletta,

Quivi t’ aspetta
^ II tuo fedel.

Arg.
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SCENE III.

Falamedes and Argene.

Arg. Cruel man, thou leavest me !

Pal. Argene, O Gods ! what wilt thou from
me ? Thou knowest whether I love thee ! But
after five long years of absence from my country,

I cannot refuse to see again my parents, my
frsends.—Soon will 1 return.

Arg. No : thou deceivest me, thou wilt return

no more.

Pal. Cruel maid I and canst thou fear it ... I
have sworn it.

Arg. See, Lysander comes—Before his depar-*

ture he is desirous to pay funeral honours to his

beloved Dirce. This one, yes, may be called a
faithful lover.

SCENE IV.

At the sound of a dead march^ appeal's Lysander^

who is immediately joined hy Falamedes and Ar^
gene, followed by Spartan men and damsels : the

procession is preceded by litherns and trumpets;

the virgins follow, bearing the altar and the vases

for the Libation : the sacred paterae, branches of
myrtle and laurel; others remain bent over the'

lachrymatory vases, covered zvith a black veil.

They place the altar at the entrance oj the temple,

and themselves at the two sides.

Arg. Quit Elysium beloved shade,

Thy faithful lover waits thee here.



Coro,
/

Per te s’ accende
La sacra fiamma,
Per te si spargono *

Soavi odor.

Yld jprmcipio del coro, si gettano gli aromatic

le faglie di Mirto e Laura suljuoco: e xi

si xersct V acqua lusirale, spargendola anche

sul/a soglia del tempio,
. ^

O mia diletta Dirce ! del mio affetto

L’ iinico, il solo oggetto'

I'u fosli ognora, e tu sarai se morte
Da me ti separo, pur te il mio eccore

Eterno serbera costante amore.

I

Oinbra deli’ idol mio

j
Se qui 1’ aggiri, il vedi

• Fedel a te son’ io ..
^

J

" T’ aino costante ognor.
Verra quel di

Che neir Eliso

Spirto indiviso
‘

. L’ amor ^ietoso'

Ci riunira.

Fra’ dolci palpiii
^

^ Allor felice,

Allor beato

II cor Sara.

[Fartono.
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Chorus,,
'

The sacred flame now is lighted : sweet odouri
mount in the air#

At the beginning of the chorus, they throw aromatics,

leaves of myrtle and laurel on the fire : then they

•pour the lustral water on it, pouring some also on

the threshold oj the temple.

Lys. O beloved Dirce, the sole object thou
wert and ever shall be of my love. If death has

separated thee from me, my heart will ever keep
faithful and constant in love to thee.

Shade of my idol, if thou here dost wander, thou

seest that I am faithful to thee, that constantly I

thee love. The day will come that in Elysium,

undivided spirits love will reunite us.

Amid sweet transports, then happy and blessed

my heart will be.

[^Exeunt.
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SCENA V.

Legge Reali nel Palazzo d’ Aristodemo.

Lisandro, Palamede e Seguito ; e Cesira da lati

opposti,

Lis. Opportuna tMncontro;
Di‘ te Cesira cercavam. Gia pronti

Tu ne vedi a partire, ed aspettando

Ne stiain te sola.

Ces. Ah ! differiam Lisandro

Quest’ amara partenza. Aristodemo
In tale stato di dolor si trova

Che fa tutto temermi.

Lis. lo qui di Sparta venni

L’ ambasciata a recar. Sparta ne attende

L’ esito impaziente, e colpa fora

Qualunque indugio; tu se vuoi rimanti

Di tuo padre mi duol, che non vedendo
Tornar la figlia, ne morra d’ affanno.

Ces. Ebhen prevalga adunque
Del padre la pieta.

Pal. (Or vedi amico
Quanto barbaro sei.)

Lis. (Taci : rammenta
La tiia promessaO

SCENA VI.

GonippOy e detti,

Gon. Ricevete o cari

Da me V ultimo addio.

Tu Palamede, e tu Cesira abbiate

Memoria di Gonippo, e vi sovvenga
D’ Aristodemo, di cui ino'ta ho lema
Che presto non vi giunga aspra novella.

Ces. Non dir cost : difenderallo il Cielo

Che fa? che dice I



SCENE V.

Royal Galleries in the palace of Aristodemus.

Lysander, Palamede^^ and suite; then Cesira from

^
opposite sides.

Lys. I meet thee opportunely
;
we were seeking

thee, Cesira. We are, as thou seest, ready to de-

part, and only wait for thee.

Ces. Ah! Lysander ! let this cruel departure

be deferred. Aristodemus' is so oppressed with

grief, that all I fear is ended.

Lys. I came from Sparta to bring the embassy,
Sparta awaits impatiently for the result, apy delay

would be culpable
;
remain if thou wilt. I grieve

for thy father, who, on not seeing his daughter

return, will die with sorrow.

Ces. Well, let pity for ray father prevail.

'Pal, (Now see, my friend, how cruel thou art.)

Lys. (Be silent : remember thy promise.)

SCENE VL

Gmiippus, and the same.

Gon. My beloved friends, receive from me a

last adieu. Thou, Palamedes, and thou, Cesira,

remember Gonippus, and forget not Aristodemus,

of whom, I fear much, you will hear melancholy
news.

Ces. Say not so: Heaven ^ill him defend.

—

How is he ? What says he ?
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Gon. Ei chiede

Se Cesira ^ partita : Ei vuol saperlo,

E per quietarlo appunto io qua ne \"ennia

Ces. a lui dunque ritorna, e di che fosti

Di mia partenza testimon tu stesso.

Digli

Lis. Pi^ si ragiona,

Piii cresce ancora del partir la pena.

Ces. Air amor tuo lo raccomando : digli

Che di me si ricordi, e ch’ io di lui

Memoria serbero finche Io spirlo

Scaldera questo petto.

Gon. Ogni tuo cenno
Fedele eseguiro.

Ces. Send : se chiede

Come afflitta partii,

Tu che lo vedi Oh Dio—digli tu almeno^
Digli che mi si spezza il cor nel seno,

Se cerca Cesira

Se chiede di me
Rispondi—piangente

Dolente

—

Cesira parti.

Digli che qui rimane
II pevero mio cuore,

Di che mi serbi amore^
Che sempre T amero.

Coro. Vieni '

Ces. Che afFanno ^ il mio I

Coro, Andiam.
Ces. Gonippo—Addio.'

Non so frenare il pianto,

Si spezza in seno il cor.

Coro.

Chi pub frenare il pianto

Ai hero suo dolor. -
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Gon. He asks whether Cesira is gone : he wil3

know it, and to quiet his uneasiness 1 am come.
Ces, Return to him then, and say that thou

thyself wertwitness to my departure. Tell him—
Lys. More speaking only encreases the pain of

the depai'ture.

Ces. I recommend him to thy love: tell him
to remember me, and that I shall think on him as

Jong as life animates this breast..

Gon. I will execute faithfully every injunction

of thine.

Ces. Hear me:—if he asks whether I was
grieved at departing, thou who seest it, O Gods I

—tell him at least, tell him that ray heart breaks.

If he seeks Cesira, if he enquires after me, an-

swer—that in tears—and grief—she departed.

Tell him that my poor heart remains here : tell

him to love me still, that I will love him always,

Chorus, '

Come.

Ces. What torment is mine !

Chorus,

Let us go.

Ces. Gonippus, adieu. I cannot refrain frcni

tears, my heart is breaking.

Chorus,

Who can refrain from tears at her cruel grief 1

my heart is breaking.
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SCENA VII.

Gonippo Solo.

Gon. Che bel cuor, che bell' alma! Oh quale ^

incanto ^

E' la belta se ha la Virtil per guida!

Oh come piu funesto
• Saia senza die lei d' Aristodemo

II doloroso staio I

'

Quanto terrore Oh Dio ! mi fa il suo fa to !

I

Gon. Vedo un raggio di torhida luce

Che i.archioma d’ infuusta cometa, •

Sento in core una tema secreta

' Che T ingomhra di gelo e d’ orror,

Fischia in aria suonante procella,

Che minaccia lontana tempesta

Fosco ^ il sola, s’ ammanta ogni Stella

Di sanguigno funestosplendor,** ^

i • ' #

SCENA VIII.

Bosco de Cipressi.

Cesira poi Aristodemo, »

Ces. Fu certo amico un Dio che a Palamede
Mise in capo un*^ inciampo alia partenza

;

Profitteronne per veder di nuovo

. .

* Di Metastasio.
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SCENE VIL

Gonippus Solus,

Gon. What a noble heart! What a noble

soul! Ovvhat power has beauty when guided by
virtue. O hov much more cruel will the painful

state of Aristodemus be without her! How his

condition fills me with dread.

Goi>t. I see a ray of troubled light, which seems

the coma of art mampicious comet, I feel in my
heart a secret fear, which freezes it and Jills it with
horror,

A loud storm hisses in the air, which threatens a
storm from afar.

The sun is darkened; every star is obscured, by
a bloody and j'atal glimmering,*

SCENE VIII.

A Cypress Grove.

Cesira, then Aristodemus,

Ces. It certainly was a friendly god who in-

spired Palainedes to put a stop to the departure.

* From Metastasio.
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Quest! luoghi a me can.
Quf^sta ghirlanda intanto

Mio consueto quotidian tribute

Alla 1omba di J>irce

Appendeio.—Hicevi

Questo segno d’ afFetto ombra onorata.

[Ffl per enlrare ml tempio.

Oliirne
!
qual cupo ^ ode

Iloinor la dentro—qnai lament!, e grid!

!

Aris. (Di dentro)

Lasc iaini orrendo spettro.

Ces. Oh Dio ! la voce
Parmi d^ Aristodemo

—

Sant! nuini del Cel d' orrore io fremo.

Aris. Ah lasciami— t’ invola

Pieia, crude, pieta.

• Ces. Dove mi celo !

Misera me ! non posso

JS^ grldar, Fuggir
;
che deggio farmi ?

Soccorriamolo—Ahi ! tutto

Egli h coperto dal passor di morte.

Aristodemo—non mi senti ?

Aris. * fuggi,
Scostati, non toccarmi ombra spietata.

Ces.' Apii gli occhj, ravvisami son’ io.

Ari. Che ! si nascoze I— dove—dove n’ andb ?

Ces. E di chi parli mai ?

Aris.
,

E nol vedesti ?

Ces. E chi mai dunque io tremo.

Aris. E tu chi sei, che vieni

Pi^tosa in mio soccorso ?
’ Se del Cielo

Dn nume sei, deh scopriti—A’ tuoi piedi

Mi getterb per adorarti.

Ces. Oh Dio!
Che fai—non mi ravvisi—io son Cesira.

Aris. Chi h Cesira ?

Ces. (Ahi lassa ! egli perduta

La conoscenza tutta) ~il volto mio
Non riconosci ?

Aris. lo V ho nel cor scolpito

;

II cor mi 'pari a, c fa cadermi il velo.



I will avail myself of it, to revisit these places so

dear to me. I will suspend this garland, my
usual daily tribute, over the tomb of Dirce.

Receive this sign of affection, O honored shade.
^ [Goes towards the temple,

Alas ! what deep noise comes from thence.

What lamentations and shiieks! Ams. (iVith-

in,) Quit me, horrid spectre. Ces. O gods!
Methinks ’tis the voice of Aristodemus.—Sacred
deities of Heaven, I shudder with honor.

Aris. Ah !
quit me -Rly, pity, cruel, pity.

Ces. Where shall I conceal myself 1 W^oe is

me ! 1 can neither cry out nor fly ! What must
I do Let me assfist him. Ah I he is covered
with the paleness of death. Aristodemus
Dost thou not hear me? Aris. Fly, begone,
touch me not, merciless shade.

Ces. Open thy eyes, know me, ’tis I. Aris.
What ! It has vanished. ^Where 'Where
gone ?

Ces. And of who dost thou speak then ? Aris.
And didst thou not see? Ces. Who then

I tremble. Aris. And who art thou who
prompted by pity comest to my relief? If a ce-

lestial Deity. Ah ! discover thyself.—At thy

feet 1 will cast myself to adore thee.

Ces. O gods I what docst thou?—Recollectest

me not ? — 1 am Cesira.

Aris. Who is Cesira ? Ces. (Unlmppy I ! he
has lost all knowledge.) — Knowcst thou not my
face ?

Aris. It is graven on my heart : ray lieart

speaks, and makes my veil (all. My comforter,
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Consolairice mia, chi ti ritorna

- Fra queste braccia ?
** Oh la sciami alle

tue

Mescolar le mie lacrime
;
mi scoppia

D* afFanno il cor.

Ces. Ah dimmi, e quale h
dunque.

Questo spettro crudel che ti persegue ?

^ Ar. Un’ innocente che persegire un empio.
Ces. quest’ empio?
Ar. Son’ io,

Ces.^^ Perche ?

Ar. Perch’ io 1’ uccisi.

Ces.'^ E chi uccidesii ?

Ar, La ma figlia.

Ces. Oh Celo!

Egli delira.”—Oh Dio^ Signor tu tremi

Che mai contempli cosi fisso ?

Ar. . Ei torna

:

Egli e desso, no’ 1 ^vedi Ah ! mi di-

fendi

;

Celami per pietade alia sua vista.

Ces. Tu vaheggi Signor.

Ar. Guardalo, immoti
In me tien gli,occhi e freme !

Oh placati crudele

!

Egli taee : s’ arretra, e mi sparisce

—

Ahi 1
quanto ^ crudo e spaventoso.

Ces. Anch’ io

Or si che sento andarmi per le vene

Un gelido tremor .
—** Io non 1’ bo visto

Veramente lo spettro : ma quel fioco

Gemito inteso : il muto orror che viene

Da quel tetro soggioruo— i detti tuoij
**

Piii non mi fanno dubitar che questo

Orrido spettro cola dentro alberghi
** Deh quell* ombra irata
** Placar dunque procura

Con vittime piu scelte,

Aris. Ebben farollo-"

La vittima e gi^ pronta

—
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who brings thee back to these arms ? O let me
‘‘ mingle my tears to thine; my heart breaks with

grief. Ces. O tell me, what is this cruel spec-

tre which pursues thee ? Aris. An innocent

shade pursuing an impious man. Ces. And

this impious man ? Aris. I am. Ces. Why?
Aris. I kilfd Ces. Who? Aris. My

daughter.” Ces. O heavens! he is delirious—

O gods ! Sir, thou tremblest, what art thou con-

templating so steadfastly ? It returns, *tis the

same, seest thou not? Ah I defend me; for

mercy's sake conceal me from its sight. Ces. Sir,

thou ravest. Aris. See ! Motionless are its eyes

fixed on me, and threatens !—O peace, cruel I It

keeps silent : steps back, and disappears.—Alas 1

how cruel and dreadful, Ces. I now too feel

glide in my veins a freezing trembling.— I did

not really see the spectres but heard the weak

groans, the mute horror issuing from that,

gloomy mansion.—Thy words, no longer let me

doubt that this horrid spectre dwells there. Ah 1

endeavour to appease that angry spirit tlier^

with more chosen victims.”

Aris. Well, I will do it. The victim U readj

now.
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Ces. Alla sant’ opra
Esser teco vogl^io.—Pitl noii m’ascolta
E fitti ha gii occhi nel tt rren : batte

Neppur palpebra.” ' Oh Cel! che pensa
mai

Aris. Un istante—e si dorme—ho gia deciso.

Ces. Hai gia deciso ? eche? parla!

Aris. Nuiraltro
Che la mia pace.

Ces. E si turbato il dici ?

Aris. No : son tranquillo. Si. Ti rassicuri

Questo sorriso. [Parte,
Ces. Ah quel sorriso oh Dio

Accresce piii che mai Taffanno mio.
Vedi il pianto o Cel pietoso

Q Clie per Ini versa il mio ciglio

Cel clemente da riposo

A1 suo barbaro dolor.

Fa che quell’ alma
Ritrovi calma,
Che lieto e placido

Ritorni ilcor.

.
(Si allontana,)

SCENA Vlll.

Eumeopoi Cesira,

£um. Eccoti Eumeo dentro Messene. Oh come '

Qui da Sparta arrival spossato e stanco!

Quanto or m’ h dolce liberty ! Riveggo
La patria e queste sospirate u»ura,

E di gioja confuso il cor mi balza.

Sol di fe dnoimi, Aristodemo. lo vengo
Nuovo pianto a n carti. Eumeo vedrai

Ala non vedrai tua hglia. Or chi mi guidfif

A1 co^petto real? >sun qui trovo

E desoia a tntorno

Tutta parmi >a reggia; iaoltierommi

Per qucsia parte.



Ces. I will be with thee at the holy act. No
more he hears me; his eyes are rivetted to the

ground : » or iiioves^ an eyelid. O ' Heavens !

Whatjs he thinking thenx?

Arts. A moment—then sleep—

1

have decidedi

Ces. Thou hast decided ? AVhatthen? Speak!

t

Aris. Only my peace.

Ces. And so full of trouble thou sayest it ?

Aris. No: I am serene—yes— let this smile

dispel thy doubts. lExit, v

Ces. O Gods! That smile encreasesmy fears.

O merciful Heaven, see the tears I shed for him !

Heaven, in thy pity assuage his cruel grief. Make
his soul regain peace. Make his heart be tran-

quil and at ease. ^ down near the Temple,

SCENE' IX.

Eumeus and the same,

Eum. Here thou art in Messenia, Eumeus.
O! how weary I arrived from Sparta. How
sweet liberty is now to me ! I see again my coun-
try, and these long wishM for walls, and my heart

beats with tumultuous joy. 1 only grieve for thee,

Aristodemus. '
1 bring thee more sorrow. Thou

wilt see Eumeus, but not thy daughtei;. Now,
who will lead me to the royal presence ? No or
I see, and the whole palace seems deserted ;

go on this w'ay. /



f Ces. Chi s’avanza? Oh scusa

Buon vecchio : che ricerchi ?

A1 re vorrei

Gentil donzelia favellar.

Ces. Infausto

Tempo scegliesti. Ma^ dimmi, chi sci ?

£um. S’unqua airorecchio il nome
D'Eumeo ti giunse, io son quel desso.

Ces. Eumeo

!

Possenti Numil £ a chi non noto Eu-
meo I

Eum. In cupa orrenda tone io fui rinchiuso

Finchs repente del mio career vidi

Spalancarsi le porte, e udii che pace

Por lermine dovea
Fra Sparta e noi alle guerriere offese,

E the un Lacon pietoso

Libertade m’avea
Anzi tempo impetrato. 'A lui diressi

Dunque tosto il mio passo^ e ritrovai

Vecchio d’aspetto venerando, ch’era

Gi^ vicino a morir, e sollevando

Dal letto il fianco infermo,

Piangendo dissc, Eumeo
Quando in Messene giungerai, ricerca

Farai d’una donzelia

Che Cesira si noma.
Ces. Oh Cel! Cesira!

Eum. Appunto,
E questo le darai, traendo un foglio

Che con tremante niano

Mi consegn6.

Ces. Deh dimmi, te ne prego

Dimmi il nome di lui.

Eum. Taltibio

Ces. Ohstelle!

Eum. T’ era egli noto ?

Ces. Egli ^ mio padre, ed io

.Quella Cesira che cercar t’ impose.

Eum. £bben/se tu sei quella, eccoti il foglio*

Ces. Porgilo il cor mi palpita
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Css. Who is coming ? O excuse, good old

man : whom seekest thou ?

Eum. I would speak to the king, noble lady.

Ces. Thou- hast chosen an unpropitious time.

But tell me, who art thou ?

Eum. If ever thy ear was struck with the name
of Eumeus, I am tha^ very Eumeus. -

Ces. Powerful Gods.! And who knows not
Eumeus

!

Eum. I was shut up in a dark and horrid tower,

till I saw the doors of my prison thrown open,

and heard that peace was to end the hostilities be^-

tween Sparta and us, and that a humane Laco-
nian had obtained my liberty aniicipately. I soon
directed mv steps to him, and found an old man,
of a venerable aspect, who was near ni_s death, and
rising his infirm frame on his bed, said, with icars,

Eumeus, when thou arrivest in Me>senia, ask in-

formation about a damsel uamed Cesira.

(

Ces. O heavens! Cesira?

Eum. Precisely,—and thou wilt give her this>

delivering me a paper with a trembling hnnd.

Ces. Ah tell me, pray, tell me his name.

Eum. Talthybius..

Ces. O ye stars ! .

Eum. Didst thou know him ?

Cks, He is my father, and I am that Cesira he
ordered thee to seek.

Eum. Well, ’*f thou art she, here is the paper.

Ces.- Give it,—py heart beats. {Reads^
^

C Q.
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Grande arcano-ti svelo,

A te mai padre fui:

hisandro pud nomarti

II genitor tuo vero;

JEt se V occulta d solo
-

Perche' Z’ odia in segreto, e ti tradisce.'

E mi tradisce ! ah scellerato ! in traccia

Di quest’ empio si corra.

SCENA X.

Lisandro^ Palamede c dettu

Ces. a tempo vieni,

Leggl.

£um. Quel volto io 1’ ho pur visto

a) trove.

Lis. Bugiardo e qiiesto foglio

E (jeli»6 Taltibio.

Ces. Pei fido menti: non ^ questo scritto

D' uom cbe delira.

Eum. Nim m’ inganno, ^ desso I

Oh giusto Cieio ! In questo volto fissa

'Lo sguardo, il riconosci ?

Lis. Parmi ma pur — non mi sovyiene

o vecchio.

Eum. E non rainmenti del Ladon la foce,

La rapita tanciulla.

Lis. Or lo ravviso.

Ces. E di chi paiTi ?

Eum. Parlo

T>’ Argia: costui fd quello

Che me la tohe.

Pal. Orsufavella amico •

O tulto io sselei6.

Eum. Oeir infelice

Dimmi che avvenne ?
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Cesira / I discover to thee a great mystery, I
never was thy father, Lysander can name to thee

thy real parent : and if he conceals it, it only is

because he secretly hates him and betrays thee.

And betrays me! O wicked man! Let me run

to find the wretch.

SCENE X.

Jjysander,"Palamedes, and the same*

Ces. Opportunely thou comest : read.

£um. I saw that face elsewhere.

Lys. This paper lies, and Talihybius raved,

Ces. False man, thou liesi! This is not the
writing of one who raves.

Eum.* I mistake not, ^tis he. O just heaven f

fix thy eyes on this face : dost thou know it?

Lys. Methinks—but yet—old man I do not re-

member.

Eum. Rememberest thou not the mouth of the

Ladon, the stolen young damsel ?

Lys. Now I recollect him.

Ces. And who dost thou speak of?

Eum. I speak of Argia. This was the man
that took her froln me.

Pal. Now friends speak, or I will discover all*

Eum. What became of the unhappy one ?
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Lis.
^

E’ vano
II simular. Non plii

:
quella che cerchi

^ E ch’ io ti tolsi, ]a perduta Argia ‘

Tu Cesira sei qnella.

Eum. Io 1© previdi.

Ces. Come.! che disse ! chisonNo?
Eum. Tu sei * '

•

La tanio piar.ia Argia': d* Aristodemo
Tu sei la figlia

Ces. Jo figlia

D’ Aristodemo! E’ tu. barbaro, e tu

Lo sapevi e il lacesti ? Anima vile !

Si voli al Genitore

In giubilo a cangiare il juo dolore
•

, Criidel che mai ti feci,

Perche tradirmi. Oh Dio !'
,

Lis. Che dini mai poss’ io

Vendetta era d" amor.
,Ces. Oil amici

! qual momento !

Di gioja e di contento
Ml balza in seno il cor. .

Lis. Di rahhia, e di tormento,

Vacilla in seno il cor.

[Fartona

SCExNA XI.

Aristodemo e GoTiippo.

Aris. No Gonippo, ho deciso ; anche una vo?ta

Voglio la deiilru entrar.

Gon. Tra quelle tom be !

A qual fine, perche ?

Aris, Per consultare

Quel terribil spettro

Per placarlb o morir. Chiedergli voglio
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Lys. To dissemble is vain. Enough : she

whom thou seekest, and I took from thee, the lost

Argia, thou art her, Cesira.

Eum. I foresaw it,

Ces. How ! What said he * Who am I ?

I Eum. Thou art the so long wept for A rgia:

—

thou art the daughter of Aristodemus. •

Ces. I the daughter of Aristodemus! and thou,

barbarian ! and thou knewest it and concealedst

it I Vile soul 1 I will fly to iny father, and change
his grief to joy.

%

Cruel man I What have f done to thee ! O
Gods 1 Why betray me?

Lys. What can I say ! It was a revenge of
love.

Ce 8. O friends! What a moment! With joj
and content my heart palpitates in my breast.

Lys. With rage and torment my heart beats in

my breast. ^Extunt^

SCENE XI.

Aristodcmm and Gonippus*

Arts, No, Gonippus, I have decided : once
more will I enter there. Gon. Among those

tombs 1 For what purpose ? Why ? Aris. To
consult that horrid spectre ; to appease it or die—
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Kagion perche un delitto

Non ottenga il perdono
-Dopo tanti rimorsi.— intender brama
Che si chiede da me.

Gon. Fermati—Ahilassa!
Feimati. '

.
•

Aris. Va— non arrestarmi il passo.

Tel comando. ,

Gon. Giacch^ tu sei deciso

Nel too voler, solo ona grazia impIoro>

E i’imploro at too pi^.

Aris. Parla, che brami ?

Gon. Quelferro?
Aris. Ebben.
Gon. Quel ferro che nascondi

Dam mi, te ne scongiuro.

Aris.' Prendilo mio fedel. (GU da lo stile.)

Calma il dnol che i’ accoora^

J1 mio momento non ^ giunto ancora.

^ ^
" [^Entra..

Gon. Numi, Numi dementi
Pieta di lui, pieta di me : sicalmi

U ira vostra— placatevi, e se sangue
In compenso chiedete,

II sangue di Gonippo, ah ! vi prendete.

[Farte^
j

'

!

i I

SCENA.Xn. '
- .

Tempio in cui sono de tomht de^ di Messene, ed

in cui si discende peK grandiosa scala nal fondo,

A diritta la Tomha di Dirce con porta pratica-

hih ; vaij deposit i eretti, nelt' interno delV edU

Jizio, che h illuminato da una quantitd di lampadi

sepolcrali.

[Arhtodcmo suit alto della scala^

Aris. Ecco dove finisce
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I will ask it why a crime obtains not pardon ^fter

such long remorse. I wish to know what is

wanted of me. Gon. Stop Alas! Stop.

Aris. Go—Stop'me not, I command thee* Gon,
Since thou art decided in thy resolve, I im^dore
only one'favoi, and I implore it at thy feet.

|Abis. Speak, what is thy wish ?

I

Gon. That steel which thou concealest, give
I me, I intreat thee.

Aris. Take it, my faithful.'^ fG/i’cs him the

dagger.) Appease the grief which afflicts thee,

my moment not yet arrived.

[Enters,

Gon. Ye Gods
! ye merciful Gods! pity him, .

[)ity me : let your wrath be appeased. ‘Be

pacified, and if ye demand blood to satisfy your
justice, O take that of Gonippus.

^ [Eiit,

SCENE XII.

A Temple, *in which are the tombs of the Kings
of Messenia

;
a grand staircase leading to

them at the bottom. On the right, the tomb of
Dirce, with a door, several monuments round
the fabric, which is lighted by a number of se-

pulchral lamps.

Aristodemusjfrom the^ top ofthe stairs,

^ARis^EeholdwhAe^



Ogni umana grandezza, e dove tace ’

II rimorso eM dolor. Dirce ove sei ?

A te ne vengo.—Sorti dalla tomba,
Diaimi che vuoi da me? Se pianto

chiedi

;

Dl, non piansi abbastanza ? Vuoi tu san-

gue ?

Eccoti nudo il petto :

Toglimi dair abisso

Di rimorsi, d’ angoscia, e di terrore,

^ ,
E finisca una volia il mio dolore. -

Se il sangue tuo versai,

Punito sono ii vedi,

Pietade a me concedi

Placati oh Ciel con me.

,
[Resta in aibattimenso, Jinche un ge-

mito che sorte dalla tomba di Dirce
lo seuote,

Numi I che sento !
qnal lugubre gemito

Sorte da quella tomba ! Ah !—trema il

suolo

!

Di terror, di spavento,

La chioma in fronte sollevar mi sento.

Fuggasi Ahiine !— vacilla il passo in-

certo—

—

Dove, dove son’ io !

[5i spaianca la porta della tomba c com*

paricee to spetiro di Dirce; tutte'le

lampade si estinguono.

S’ apre la tomba ! Ah ! ti ravviso. Oh
Dio !

[Trascorre per la scena inseguito dalle

spettro,

Ove m’ ascondo !

Non inseguirmi—
Oh Dio I deh placati

;

11 serto prenditi

Di pih che brarai ?

Sangue! I’avrai.
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and where remorse and pain are mute. Dirce,

where art thou ? To thee 1 come. Issue from the

tomb. Tell me, what wilt thou from me? If

tears : say, have I not shed enough ? Is it blood ?

Behold my breast bare : snatch me from the abyss

of remorse, of anguish, of terror, and let my misery
end at once. If I did shed thy blood, I am punished
as thou seest.' O Heavens ! be pacified with me.

(He remaim overwhelmed in dejection
y
till a groan

which is heard from the tomb of Dirce makes
him start up.)

Ye Gods ! What do I hear ! What mournful

groan issues from that tomb ! Ah ! The ground
trembles! My hair, methinks, rises on my head.

Let me^^fly. Alas 1 my steps are uncertain and
to tering. Where, where am 1

1

(The door ofthe tomb openSy and the ghost of Dirce
appears : all the lamps go out.)

y

The tomb opens! Ah! I know thee. Oh
Gods

!
\_Runs about

yfollowed by the ghost.

Where shall I conceal myself! Follow me not.

Oh Gods! Be pacified. Take the crown. What
more wilt thou have ? Blood !
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(ho spettro dopo aver respinto Aristodemo Jino
della toniba, siftrma minaccioso sii quella, eac^

cemm le segnenti parole,

Qoivi t'aspetto,
A ms. Oh qual momento

lo smanio, e fremo
Ah ! dove e un feiro

Voei di dentro. Aristodemo !

(Lo spettro accenna ad Aristodemo la staiuci

d'un guerriern che ha uno stile in mano.)

Aris. Ah SI—t' intendo.

[Cone a prendere il ferro,

Voci di dentro. Aristodemo.

Aris. ' Chiedesii sangue

!

Saziati !—sangue
Ecco ti c;6. [Ferrisce,

[ho spettrofa un^ at to d'orrore, e sparisce. he
hampane tornano m risplendere; Aristodemo

cade sopra una sjiuge ; Cesira discende correndo

al bassOy seguita da Palamede, Gonippo, Ar»
gency EumeOy e tutti gli Spaitani e guardie con

fad ingombrano la scena.

Ces. Oh padre, padre mio!
Aris. A che venisii m:d

Mar accorta esira? E tu chi sei

l^ietoso vecchio che mi piangi accanto,

E nascondi la home ?

£um. All, Signore !

—

Aris. Qual voce

!

Ah SI SI—ti raw iso

—

Eumeo! tu vivo

!

Eum. Argia^

—

Aris. ' Dov’ e ^
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Aris. Thou shah have it.

The Ghost, after hating dritzn ArisLodemus to the

door of the tomb, stops at it in a threatening

attitude,

,
Here I await thee.

ARis. O, what a momeut! I rave! I shudder!

Ah ! where is a steel ?

Voices within, Aristodemus!

(The Gho%t shews to Aristodemus the statue of ct

warrior holding a dagger.)

Aris. Ah! Yes—I understand thee!

[Runs to take the weapon,

Voices within. Aristodemus !

Aris. Blood thou didst demand ! Be satislied

— Blood b(?hold I give thee.
1

tabs himself,

[The Ghost expresses horror, and disappears. The
lamps give light again' Aristodemus falls on a
spht/ux—Cesira ntns dozen, followed bij Pala*
medes, Gonippus, Argene, Eumeus, aitd a I the -

Spartans and guards with torches—the^ cover

the IS tage.]

Ces. O father ! O my father! .

Aris. Why didst thou come, iinpruderitCesira?

And thou tender old man, who art thou wha
-weepesi by me, and hidest thy face!

Eum. Ah, Sir !—

^Aris. What voice is that? Ah! Yes, yes- -I
know thee—Euaieus ! Thou alive!

Eum. Argia—

Aris. Where is she?
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Eum. La mira.
Aris. Come! dove! chi

Eum. Vive in Cesira.

Aris. Cesira! tu !—miafiglia!

Ces. Oh padre—padre mio !

a 2.

Aris. Ah! ch* io ti perdo 7 tv- i

Quar,d6titroyo jOhD.o!

Che ria fatalita ?

Aris. Ebben, numi tiranni

Sarete paghi alfin f

Ces, Padre, rispetta

Gli Dei.

Aris. Gli Dei! Vi sono si-~inel provano
Assai le iiiie sventure :

Ma son crudeli, e barbari

:

Si pascono di sangue

—

Ces. Ah taci—taci

:

Non aggiunger de litti a’ mali tuoi.

Aris. E dimmi tu, che vuoi

Ch’ io speri in questo stato

!

La lor demenza ?—No '—son disperato.

Tvtti,

Fra* labbri niormora.

Le luci abbassa

:

Di niorte il tremito

L’ ingombra gia.

Aris. Ah ! dove mi iraeie ?—Oveson* io ?

Qual oscuro deserto!—Allontauate

Quelle pallide laTve—e per chi sono

Que* roventi flagelli ?

Ces. II cor mi scoppia.

Gon. Signor, vedi Gonippo,
Vedi la figlia tua.^

Aris. Che vuol mia figlia ?

Mi torrii inanzi— io stesso

Le parlerb Miratela I le chiome
Son irie spine—e *1 seno !—Oh lo coprite

Col mio manto regal—Mettete in brani
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Eum. See her.

Aris. How! Where? Who is it?

Eum. She lives in Cesira.

Aris. Cesira I Thou 1—My daughter 1

Ces. O father! O my father!

a *2.

Ah 1 I lose thee ! 7

Aris. When I find thee ! 3
What cruel fatality

!

Gods!

Aris. Well, ye tyrannical Gods, ye will be
satisfied at last

!

Ces. Father, respect the Gods.

Aris. The Gods! They exist. yes—They prove

it me enough by my suffeiings: but they are

tyrannical, and barbarous : they feed on blood

—

Ces. Ah, peace—peace: add not crimes to thy

woes.

Aris. And tell me thou, what wilt thou have
me hope in this state ? Their clemency ?—No ! I

am in despair.

Omnes. He slowly murmurs: he drops his

eyes : the shivering of death is already upon him.

Aris. Ah ! where do you take me to?—Where
am 1? What dark desert!— Drive off those pale

phantoms—And for who are those scourges red

hot ?

Ces. My heart breaks.

Gon. Sir, seest thou Gonippu.s? seest thou thy’

daughter ?

Aris. What wants my daughter? Let her

come again to me— I will speak to her myself . . .

See her !—Her hair is sharp thorns—and her

breast !—Oh ! cover it with my royal robe . . * ,

Break to pieces this crown, stain’d with her blood

;
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Questa corona del suo sangue tinta

:

Spargetene gli avanzi,

E dal raio esempio apprenda alfin Torgoglio

Che mal si compra co’ delitti il soglio, ^

E—ch’ io— uiorii. ^

Ces. V Spir6

!

Tuttj. Che orremla morte

!

Fine deir Opera.
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scatter its fragments
;
and let pride learn at last,

that a throne is ill purchased with crimes. And
—that I died

—

Ces. He is dead I

Omnrs. What horrid death !,

}

r

JEnd of the Opera,

f

K

bj J. Gillet, Ctu^ivcourt, f 1« et sbrtet, Luncfbn.
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